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I CALL IT CRIME. 


WORD ON THE STREET IS THAT THE BOSS 
ANDRE "BLACK BEAR" PERMYAKOV, IS BEHIND 
ATTACKS. HE RUNS HIS OPERATION OUT OF AN 
APARTMENT BUILDING IN CONEY ISLAND 
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THANK YOU, 
STEVENS. 


^ TWO MORE 
ATTACKS LAST NIGHT. 

I REAP A JEWELRy 
, STORE GOT HIT WITH 

V_WITH AN VPS. 

f SOMEONE 
( OUGHT TO PO \ 
l SOMETHING, PON'T ) 
you THINK? J 















"OUR AGENTS HAVE 
INFILTRATED THE 
INVESTIGATION ON 
ALL LEVELS." 


IT- AND the man 
r you SAW RUNNING INTO 
, THE BUILDING - WHAT DID, 
L. HE LOOK LIKE? 


r I'M SORpy 
TO BOTHER VOU, 
CAPTAIN. I KNOW 
THAT yoU'RE SO 
BUSy, BUT I'M JUST 
L- SO SCARED^--' 


r THESE FBI^ 
FILES SHOULD 
REVEAL A FEW 
.THINGS, IF WE'RE. 
L. LUCKy. A 


W' MAVIS, NO^® 
F ONE IS SAVING 1 
r yoU'RE SCREWING UP, 
BUT yOU'VE BEEN 
DOING THIS A LONG 
TIME. ALL I'M SAyiNG 
IS MAyBE yOU NEED 
L A BREAK. yoU'RE NOT 
L AS YOUNG AS you J 
^^USED TO BE. ^ 










D ..AT LEAST SEVEN 4 
KILLED ASP TWESTY 
ISJUREP IS THE LATEST 
ATTACK. THERES STILL SO 
WORD OS HOW MASY 
PIECES OF ART WERE * 
TAKES- 


r WE'RE DONE> 
TALKING. IT'S TIME 
TO ACT. ^ 


X JUST THINK IT WOULD BE BETTER 
FOR HER - BETTER FOR EVERYONE - 
. IF SHE WERE ALLOWED TO LEAVE 
AS THE HERO SHE IS. ^ 


^ I DON'T WANT HER 
r TO HAVE TO GO BECAUSE N 
SHE MESSED UP. I DON'T WANT 
HER TO HAVE TO LIVE IN RETIREMENT 
L KNOWING PEOPLE DIED, BECAUSE j 
^ SHE MADE MISTAKES. 










































“ ONLY BY “ 
EMBRACING CHANGE 
WILL YOU COME TO 
^ FIND MEANING^/ 


r =ERHAPS you^ 
ARE RIGHT. TIME 
WILL TELL. ^ 


^NO, I'M FINE^ 
I DON'T KNOW. 
JUST A LITTLE 

^ pizzy. ^4 


r x DIDN'T i 
FIND ANyTHING. 

I WAS WASTES 
k My TIME. A 









"DIP YOU LEARN 
ANYTHING, CRANSTON?" 


AS NEAR AS I 

' CAN TELL, EVERYTHING |1 'J 

WE'VE PONE HAS BEEN A MA / O ]l 

V WASTE OF TIME. ^ 

I ESTABLISHED THIS NETWORK 
\ W BEFORE I LEFT THE COUNTRY SO THIS 1 
A ■ SORT OF THINS WOULDN'T HAPPEN. SOME 
I A CREEP IS RUNNING RINGS AROUND US AND , 
^'-.^^^WE'RE OFF CHASING GHOSTS. 


’IT WAS A DEAD 
END, MAVIS." 


W" KYLE, IS THIS REALLY ^ 
THE TIME TO TRY TO PULL 
A POWER PLAY? JUST DO 
YOUR DAMN JOB AND I'LL 
L. WORRY ABOUT MINE. ^ 


f I KNOW IT'S 1 
' FRUSTRATING, ' 
AND I CAN'T 
EXPLAIN WHY 
WE HAVEN'T 
FOUND ANYTHING, 
BUT IT'S NOT 
i FOR WANT OF . 
L. EFFORT. A 


BUT I WONDER^ 
F IT IS THE RIGHT 
KIND OF EFFORT^ 


r IF YOU 
CAN'T HANDL 
THE JOB, 
L. MAVIS— 


WHO THE HELL DO 
/ YOU THINK YOU ARE? YOU 
ARE OFF DOING GOD KNOWS WHAT 
IN SOME HIDDEN TIBETAN BEAUTY SPA 
FOR DECADES, WHILE I'M HERE DOING 

L YOUR JOB. AND NOW YOU COME AND KYLE, I DON'T KNOW 

L BACK ASKING WHY I HAVEN'T WHO YOU THINK YOU'RE FOOLING, N 
-- DONE MORE?_^ BUT THE FACT THAT YOUR GRANDFATHER 

was an agent is only going to get you 

^B SO PAR IN THIS ORGANIZATION. IT SURE 

AS HELL ISN'T GOINS TO GET A 
^^^-_YOU INTO MY CHAIR. 


r NOW, BOTH T 
OF YOU GET OUT 
L OF MY OFFICE.^ 






















W SO THE MAN HIMSELF ^ 
r FINALLY shows his face, or 1 
, PART OF IT. I HEARD ALL ABOUT 
L YOU FROM MY SREAT- j 


^SOMEONE 
r CLEARLY CLOUDED 
MY JUPSMENT WHEN 
Li TOOK THIS JOB.^i 


SHE RESENTED THE 
FACT THAT SHE GREW OLD 
AND I DIDN'T/ BUT I ALWAYS 
VT CARED FOR HER. x 


r RELAX. ^ 
THIS IS WHAT I 
v DO BEST. 


FOOLS. YOU 
TOWARD YOU 
v DESTRUC1 


MY ABILITY TO CLOUD 
HEIR MINDS WILL MAKE 
IMPOSSIBLE FOR THEM 









r SO MUCH FOE ™ 
THE ABILITY TO CLOUD 
MEN'S MINDS. ^ 


IT MEANS 
M EVERYONE 

H RETURNS TO JQ 

BASE. /■ 

IT'S YOUR^^B 
r ORGANIZATION. YOU 
i OUGHT TO KNOW THE 
DAMN CODES. 


STILL, THAT DOESN'T 
EXPLAIN WHY I'M OFF 
MY SAME. I HAVEN'T 
FELT RIGHT ALL DAY. 








r NOTHING. AS' 
FAR AS I KNOW. 
L. wHy? ^ 


rWHAT'S THIS T 
ABOUT A 5-1S1? 
I DIDN'T ORDER 
ITHAT COMMAND, j 


^ I THOUGHT IT T 
MIGHT BE A GOOD IDEA, 
L" IN LIGHT OF THIS, 


r" WAIT A MINUTE. ^ 
IF you ISSUED A 5-181, 
THEN WHy AREN'T AGENTS 
^ CHECKING IN? ^ 


EVERyONE RETURN 
TO BASE. WHAT CAN 
THAT BE ABOUT? 


IT SEEMED WISEST TO 
RETURN AS CRANSTON. 




1 it r"" 







rREALLy, I NEVER^ 
BELIEVED WE WOULD 
BE ABLE TO TRICK 
lJvou SO EASILY. _ 


^ OUR GOLPEN 
r MASTER, SHIWAN KHAN ^ 
SAID VOUR ARROGANCE WOULD ' 
MAKE you PLIABLE. NOW you 
WILL PAy THE PRICE FOR THAT 
ARROGANCE. ALL OVER THE i 

L ciry, youR agents are i 
FALLING. 


HAVE OUTNUMBEREP THE FEW 
LOYAL SHAPOW AGENTS. 


"WE WAITEP ONLY 
FOR THE MASTER TO 
GIVE THE WORP. 


"IT ALL HAPPENEP 
UNPER YOUR NOSE, MAVIS. 
I TRIEP TO TELL YOU THAT 
YOU WERE SLIPPING. 


"IT WOULP HAVE BEEN EASIER 
IF I COULD HAVE CONVINCEP YOU 
TO STEP AS/PE, BUT IN THE ENP 
IT IS ALL THE SAME. 


"ALL WE NEEPEP WAS FOR YOU, 
CRANSTON, TO VISIT KHAN IN PRISON. 
HE NEEPEP PROXIMITY TO YOU TO 
SUMMON THE ENERGY TO ESCAPE. 


"WE BAITEP THE TRAP, ANP 
YOU WALKEP RIGHT INTO IT." 


W TWO DO-GOODERS 
r AND A HOSTAGE AGAINST ME? 1 
AND A TEAM OF MASTER KHAN'S 
. AGENTS OUTSIDE THAT DOOR? J 
^ y EAH. I REALLy DO. 

WE'VE ANTICIPATED - ^^ 
yOUR EVERy MOVE SO FAR. 1 
■ WHAT DO you THINK yOU CAN 
COME UP WITH NOW THAT A 
^^^_WILL SURPRISE US? ^ 






"FOR LONGER THAN YOU 
WOULP BELIEVE, OUR AGENTS 













riJOW LET'S "n 
JUST TAKE IT EASy, 
KYLE. NO ONE HAS 
L. TO ©ET HURT.; 


r sure, you^ 

©OT IT. JUST 
LET THE WOMEN, 
V LEAVE. A 


^ DAMN IT. 
f I DID LET THINSS ©ET N 
AWAy FROM ME. BUT THIS 
IS STILL My COMMAND, AND 
I WILL NOT ALLOW yOU TO 
L BE BROUGHT TO KHAN A 
^/JJKE A PRIZE. 


*1 DON'T THINK^ 
you HAVE MUCH 
^OF A CHOICE.^ 


’think 

AGAIN. 






r FINP OUT ^ 
WHERE THAT GOSS! 
THE MASTER WANTS 
^ HIM. FIND HIM/^ 


ANTICIPATEP THIS HAPPENING. 
NOT REALLy. BUT I ALWAVS 
THOUGHT IT BEST TO BE 
PREPARED. 















W i WOULD HAVE 
' PREFERRED TO HAVE 1 
My OLD ENEMY DRAGGED 
BEFORE ME, BUT IN THE 
L END IT POES NOT l 
^ MATTER. 


Y YOU HAVE 1 
I PONE WELL, KYLE 
L, VINCENT. J* 

^THE MAN WHo\ 
POSED THE GREATEST' 
THREAT TO MY 
RETURN HAS, INSTEAD,, 
FACILITATE? IT/J 


EVEN IF HE 

f LIVES, HE WILL FIND 1 

' HIS POWER DIMINISHED, 1 
HIS ALLIES DEAD, HIS ASSETS 
STOLEN, HIS SAFE-HOUSES 
l COMPROMISED. HIS i 

L NETWORK LIES IN A 

^^y^RU/NE. 

THE 

■ SHADOW HAS Vj« 
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siUMaw^ 



To discuss this and more, log onto the Dynamite forums at 

WWW.DYNAMITE.COM/BOARDS 
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PANEL 1 

Exterior image. Daytime. A bank on a busy street in midtown Manhattan. People are walking past talking to each other, 
on the phone, walking their dogs, etc. Outside the bank sits an armored car. This is a picture of urban business-as-usual 
- the calm before the storm. 

CAPTION 

You leave town for a few decades.... 

PANEL 2 

Same angle and shot, a moment later. Now an explosion rocks the bank. Bricks and glass and people and body parts go 
flying. The armored car is knocked over, and money is spilling out into the streets. Those not injured are running away 
from the scene. There are, however, a few enigmatic figures, dressed all in black and wearing masks skin-tight masks 
that cover their entire heads, collecting bags of money from the armored car. 

CAPTION 

...and everything goes to hell. 

The world has always needed men who act outside the law. Men willing to live in the shadows. 

But you can't stay in the shadows all the time. 

SFX 

BOOM! 

PANEL 3 

A well-lit restaurant. In the background we see Lamont Cranston wearing a suit and eating lunch with a beautiful woman 
in a revealing dress. Cranston should be a handsome man in his mid-to-late 30s, though there is something indetermi¬ 
nate about his age. I’m not sure how you would render that visually.... Maybe his suit should look a little old fash¬ 
ioned. We want to subtly suggest he is a man a little bit out of step with modem times. A waiter is pouring white wine 
into their glasses while the two chat amiably. In the foreground a trio of businessmen eat lunch. The three of them are of 
very different ages - one quite young, one middle aged, and one close to retirement age. The eldest of them gestures 
toward Cranston, but it is clear all three are talking about him. 

CAPTION 

As Lamont Cranston III, I hide in plain sight, pretending to be my own grandson. The anti-aging techniques I learned in 
the East create a few obstacles, but they're not hard to get around 
ELDERLY BUSINESSMAN 
He looks exactly like his grandfather. 

MIDDLE AGED BUSINESSMAN 

No, I'm telling you. It's his father. Looks just like him. 

PANEL 4 

Closer image of Cranston and his lunch date, without the business trio in the foreground. This time we see a couple of 
women walking toward their table, being led by a waiter. One woman holds out her smart phone and is showing some¬ 
thing to the other. Cranston's date is talking to him, but he is clearly not listening. He is listening to the two passing 
women while he gets out of his chair. 

WOMAN #1 

Another explosion. This one's a bank robbery. I can't believe no one is putting a stop to this. 

DATE 

So, I told her, that's, like, so uncool— 

CRANSTON 

I'm very sorry, but I've got to go. 

DATE 

We're in the middle of lunch. That's, like, so uncool. 

PANEL 5 

From a distance, and in the shadow of a building, Cranston stands outside the police lines at the crime scene. He is 
watching, studying, looking for clues. Police are in the middle of investigating. EMS workers are tending to the sick 
and taking away the dead on stretchers. In the distance, a hysterical woman sobs against a policeman's chest. 

CAPTION 

It's been going on for weeks now. 

All over New York - bombs, RPG attacks, grenades. Assaults against banks, businesses, private homes of the wealthy. 
The pundits call it terrorism, but there's no political agenda here. 


I call it something else. 


▲ 
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PANEL 1 

Aerial distant image of a very large apartment building in a crummy street in Coney Island, Brooklyn. 
Behind the building, we can see the ocean. The other buildings, if they appear in the panel, should be 
burned out or run-down. A dark figure we can barely make out runs along the roof of the building. This is, 
of course, The Shadow, but we're not going to get a clear image of him on this page. He should always be, 
for want of a better word, shadowy. 

FLOATING TEXT 
That night. 

Brooklyn. 

CAPTION 
I call I crime. 

And that makes it my business. 

PANEL 2 

The Shadow (still shadowy) moves along the ledge of one of the upper floors of the apartment building. He 
is moving toward a lit window. 

CAPTION 

The cops do things by the book - like they should. That's their job. 

I take a more direct route. That's my job. 

PANEL 3 

The shadowy figure peers into the lit window. Inside we see five Russian Mafia types hanging out inside. 
They are drinking, eating snacks, having a casual time. Two play a video game. They sit on an old sofa, 
and there are some wooden crates next to them. The others watch something on another TV screen. This is 
a large, old apartment, with high ceilings, and this window is high up, so when the Shadow comes leaping in 
on the next page, it will look dramatic. 

CAPTION 

That's why they're still looking for the trail, and I've traced the crimes to their source. 

PANEL 4 

Closer image of the Mafia thugs. We can see the crates next to the sofa contain automatic weapons. 
CAPTION 

Russian Mafia. They've become major players in my absence, and now they've grown too fearless. 

Tonight they're finished. 

Word on the street is that the boss, Andre "Black Bear" Permyakov, is behind the attacks. He runs his opera¬ 
tion out of an old apartment building in Coney Island 

PANEL 5 

Inside the apartment, one of the thugs playing the video game looks up. 

CAPTION 
Tonight, it all ends. 

THUG #1 

You hear noise? Sounds like some crazy person laughter, no? 

PANEL 6 

All the thugs stop what they are doing and look up. 

SHADOW(OP) 

HA HA HA HA HA HA! 

THUG #2 

This is not something usual, this laughing. 


▲ 
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PANEL 1 

Splash/Credits page. The Shadow, in full Shadow attire - cape hat, the works — comes leaping 
through the window, firing his guns, heading right for the reader. The Russian mob guys are get¬ 
ting shot and falling. One is down, two are firing back, and two are running. This is a big, bold 
action shot. 
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PANEL 1 

A hallway inside the apartment. Two Russian monsters run in terror from the Shadow, 
though we can't see him. One of the thugs (#4) is tripping, falling face forward. The other 
two don't even look back. 

CAPTION 

Meditation and rejuvenation in the hidden enclave of Shambhala has its advantages. 
SHADOW(OP) 

HA HA HA HA HA HA!!! 

Did you think you would not be caught? Did you think I wouldn't know? 

THUG #3 

He is devil. Run! 

PANEL 2 

The Shadow stand over a terrified Thug #4. 

CAPTION 

But I've missed this. 

SHADOW 

The Shadow knows. 

PANEL 3 

The Shadow holds Thug #4 by his throat against the wall. The Thug is pointing down the 
hall. 

SHADOW 
Where is your boss? 

CAPTION 

These thugs who think they're so tough. They always cave. Their fear always brings them 
down. 

PANEL 4 

The Shadow is kicking down a door. On the door we see a nameplate reading ANDRE 
"BLACK BEAR" PERMYAKOV and below that a sign reading PLEASE KNOCK 
BEFORE ENTERING. 

CAPTION 

Back then. Today. Makes no difference. Different haircuts, but the same scum. 








